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thought a gentleman^ saving your presence, he! he!
he! He'll be for giving you his company, and, ecod,
if you mind him, he'll persuade you that his mother
was an alderman, and his aunt a justice of peace! Landlord. A troublesome old blade, to be sure; but 'a
keeps as good wines and beds as any in the whole
country. Marlow. Well, if he supplies us with these, we shall want
no further connexion. We are to turn to the right, did
you say? Tony. No, no; straight forward. I'll just step myself, and
show you a piece of the way. (To the Landlord.} Mum. Landlord. Ah, bless your heart for a sweet, pleasant -
damned, mischievous son of a whore.